TheTrdgeMe of A 

Then can my care tunde tongue deliuer him» 

King. Mine eare is open, and my heart prepard, 

The worft is worldly loftc thou canftvnfold, ■■■\ . 

Say, is my kingdome loft a Why twas my care, 

And what loire is it to be rid of care i 
Striues Bttllingbrooke to be as great as wee ? 

Greater he (hall not be.; ifheferue God, 

Weele ferue him too, and be his fellow fo. 

Reuolt our Subiefts/ that we cannot mend, 

T hey breake their faith to God as well as vs : 

Crie woe, deftruftion, ruine, and decay, 

T he worlt is death, and death will haue his day. 

Sir oo. Glad am 1, that your Highnefte is lo armd 
To beare the tidings of calamitie. 

Like an vnfcafonabl.e.ftormie day,. 

Which make the bluer Riuers drown their fhowers. 

As if the wovl'dwere all dilloiud.to teares, 

So high aboue his limits fwels therage 
Of Btillingbrpoke, couering your fearefull land 
With hard bright fteele, aud hearts harder then fteclc l 
White beards haue armd their thinne and hairelelle fcalps 
Again!! thy Mate ft ie : : and boyes with womens voyces. 
Striuc to fpeakc bigge, and clap their female ioynts. * . ! .rj 
Jn ftiffevnwildic armes,againft thyCrowne, 

Thy very beadf-men learne to bend their browes, 

Of double fatall woe again!! thy ftate. 

Ycadiftaife women ipaunage ruftie billes: d V T ■ '■ 

Again!! thy featebofh young apd olclrebelk ,<■') 

And all goes worfe then J.haue power to tell. 

King. T o well, to well. thou tel!! a talc fo ill* 

Whereis theEaileof Wdtffiire? whcrcisBagotc 
What is become of Bulliie? where is Greene? .. n 
That they hapelct the dangerous enemie * 

Meafurc our confines with fuch peacefull fteps.. 

If we preuade, their h^ads fliall pay for it ; 

I warran t they haue made peace with Bu/hngbrookc. 

Scro. Peace haue they made with him indeed my Lord. 
Ki»g, Qh V iliaines, vipers, damnd without redemption, 
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BicharA the Second, 

Dogs eafily woune to fawne on any man. . 

Snakes in my heart blood war/nd, that ftwg my heart $ 

Threeludaires, each oiie thrice worfe then Iudas,. 

Would they makepeace i terrible hell 

warre vpbn their (potted follies for this# 

Scro. Sweete Ioue’s (Ifee) changing : his property 
Turnes to the fowreft and moft deadlie hate. 

Againe vneurfe their foules, their peaceis made 
With head, and not with hands, thofe whom you curfe 
Haue felt the worft of deaths deftroying wound, 

Andlie fulllow grau’d in the hollow ground 

Aum. Is Bufiiie, Greene, & theEarle ofWiltflure dead? 
Scro . Yea, all of them at Briftow loft their heads.! 

Where is the Duke my father with his power ? 
King. No matter where, of cpmfort no manfpeake. 

Lets talke of graues, ofw_prpies, and Epitaphs, 

Make duft our papered. wicb.raime eyes 

Write forrQwpptte’bolbmfi ^ftheearth. *r:iv„ . 

Lets choofe Executors and talkeof wils; 

And y et not fo, for what can we bequeath, 

Saue ourdepofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our lands, our Hues, and all ar ^. BnlUngbrookgs^ 

And nothing can we call our owne, but death. 

And that fmallmodcil of the barren earth. 

Which ferues as pad and couer to our bones. 

For Gods fake let v s fit vpon theground? 

And tell fad ftories of the death of Kings, 

How fome haue beeije depofde,.fome flai ne in warre. 

Some haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed. 

Some poyfoned by their wiues, fomefleepipg kild, 

All murthcred : for within thehollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 

Keepes death his Court,andtheretheantiquefits, 
Scoffing his ftate,and grinning at his pompe, 

Allowing him a breath, a little fccane, 
ToMonarchife,befeard,andkillwith lookes, 

Infufing him with felfe and vainc conceit, 

As if this ftefli which walks about our life, 
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